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CHAPTER XVI.

MIDNIGHT VISITOR

OW all this time,
while the tragi-com- -

edy was being
played In these
three suburban vil-

las, while on a
stage love

and humor a n d

lights and shadows
were BO swiftly suc-

ceeding each other,
and while these
three families,

drifted together by fate, were shaping
each other's destinies and working out
in their own fashion the strange, intri-
cate ends of human life, there were
human eyes which watched over every
stage of the performance, and which
were keenly critical of every actor on
It. Across the road beyond the green
palings and the close-croppe- d lawn, be-

hind the curtains of tlnir creeper-frame- d

windows, sat two old ladies.
Miss Bertha and Miss Monica Williams,
looking out as from a private box at all
that was being enacted before them.
The growing friendship of the three
families, the engagement of Harold
Denver with Clara W alker, the engage-
ment of Charles Westmacott with her
sister, the dangerous fascination which
the widow exercised over the Doctor,
the preposterous behavior of the
Walker girls and the unhapplness
which they had caused their father, not
one of these Incidents escaped the
notice of the two maiden ladies. Bertha
the younger had a smile or a sigh for
the lovers, Monica the elder a frown or
a shrug for the elders. Every night
they talked over what they had seen,
and their own dull, uneventful life took
a warmth and a coloring from their
neighbors as a blank wall reflects a
beacon fire.

And now It was destined that they
should experience the one keen sensa-

tion of their later years, the one mem-

orable incident from which all future in-

cidents should be dated.
It was on the very night which suc-

ceeded the events which have just been
narrated, when suddenly Into Monica
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Williams" head, as she tossed upon her
sleepless bed, there shot a thought
which made her sit up with a thrill and
a gasp.

"Bertha," said she, plucking at the
shoulder of her sister, "I have left the
front window open."

"No, Monica, surely not." Rertha sat
up also, and thrilled In sympathy.

"I am sure of it. You remember I had
forgotten to water the pots, and then I

opened the window, and Jane called me

about the jam, and 1 have never been
In the room since."

"Good gracious, Monica, it Is a mercy

that we have not been murdered In our
beds. There was a house broken into
at Forest Hill last week. Shall we go

down and shut it?"
"I dare not go down alone, dear, but

If you will come with me. Put on your
Rllnnera and dressing gown. We do not
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need a candle. Now, Bertha, we will
go down together.

Two little white patches moved
vaguely through the darkness, the
stairs creaked, the door whined, and
they were at the front room window.
Monica closed it gently down, and
fastened the snlb.

"What a beautiful moon!" said she,
looking out. "We can see as clearly as
If It were day. How peaceful and quiet
the three houses are over yonder! It
?eems quite sad to see that 'To Let' card
upon number one. I wonder how num-

ber two will like their going. For my
part I could better spare that dreadful
woman at number three with her short
skirts and her snake. But, oh, Bertha,
look! look!! look!!!" Her voice had fal-

len suddenly to a quivering whisper and
she was pointing to the Westmacotts'
house. Her sister gave a gasp of hor-

ror, and stood with a clutch at Monica's
arm, staring in the same direction.

There was a light In the front room,
a slight, wavering light such as would
be given by a small candle or taper.
The blind was down, but the light
shone dimly through. Outside in the
garden, with his figure outlined against
the luminous square, there stood a man,
his back to the road, his two hands upon
the window ledge, and his body rather
bent as though he were trying to peep
in nast the blind. So absolutely still
and motionless was he that in spite of
tho moon thev might well have over
looked him were It not for that tell-tal- e

liirht behind.
"flood heaven!" gasped Bertha, "it is

a burglar."
But her sister set her mouth grimly

and shook her head. "We shall see,'
she whispered. "It may be something
worse."

Swiftly and furtively the man stood
suddenly erect, and began to push the
window slowly up. Then he put one
knee upon the sash, glanced round to
see that all was safe, and climbed over
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Into the room. As he did so he had to
push the blind aside. Then the two
spectators saw where the light came
from. Mrs. Westmacott was standing,
as rigid as a statue, in the center of
the room, with a lighted taper in her
right hand. For an Instant they caught
a glimpse of her stern face and her
white c dlar. Then the blind fell back
Into position, and the two figures disap-
peared from their view.

"Oh, that dreadful woman!" cried
Monica. "That dreadful, dreadful wom-
an! She was waiting for him. You saw
it with your own eyes, sister Bertha!"

"Hush, dear, hush and listen!" said
her more charitable companion. They
pushed their own window up once more,
ami waicneq trni behind the curtains.

For a long time all was silent within
the house. The light still stood motion-
less as though Mrs. Westmacott re-
mained rigidly in the one position, while
trom time to time a shadow passed in
front of It to show that her midnight
visitor was pacing up and down in
front of her. Once they saw his outline
clearly, with his hands outstretched as
if In appeal or entreaty. Then suddenly
there was a dull sound, a cry, the noise
of a fall, the taper was extinguished,
and a dark figure fled in the moonlight,
rushed across the garden, and vanished
amid the shrubs at the farther side.

Then only did the two old ladles un-
derstand that they had looked on whilst
a tragedy had been enacted. "Help!"
they cried, and "Help!" in their high,
thin voices, timidly at first; but gather-
ing volume as they went on, until the
Wilderness rang with their shrieks.
Lights shone in all the windows oppo
site, chains rattled, bars were unshot,
doors opened, and out rushed friends to
the rescue. Harold, with a stick; the
Admiral, with his sword, his grey head
and bare feet protruding from either
end of a ..ng brown ulster; finally. Doc- -

tor Walker, with a poker, all ran to the they
help ot the Westmacotts. Tln ir door
had been already opened, and they
crowded tumultously into the front
room.

Charles Westmacott, white to his lips,
was kneeling on the floor, supporting
his aunt's head upon his knee. She lay
outstretched, dressed In her ordinary
clothes, the extinguished taper still
grasped in her hand, no mark or wound
upon her pale, placid and senseless.

"Thank God you are come, Doctor,"
said Charles, looking up. "Do tell me
how she is, and what I should do."

Doctor Walker kneeled beside her, and
passed his left hand over her head,
while he grasped her pulse with the
right.

"She has had a terrible blow," said
he. "It must have been with some blunt
weapon, Here Is the place behind the
ear. Hut site is a woman of extraor-
dinary physical powers. Her pulse Is

full and slow. There is no stertor. It is
my belief that she Is merely stunned,
and that she Is In no danger at all."

"Thank God for that!"
"We must get her to bed. We shall

carry her upstairs, and then I shall send
my girls in to her. But who has done
this?"

"Some robber," said Charles. "You
see that the window is open. She must
have heard him and come down, for she
was always perfectly fearless. I wisli
to goodness she had called me."

"Hut she was dressed."
"Sometimes she sits up very late."
"I did sit up very Int. ," said a voice.

She had opened her eyes, and was blink-
ing at them in the lamplight. "A villain
came In through the window and struck
me with a life preserver. You can tell
the police so when they come. Also that
It was a little fat man. Now, Charles,
give me your arm and I shall go up-

stairs."
But her spirit was greater than her

strength, for, as she staggered to her
feet, her head swam round, and she
would have fallen again had her nephew
not thrown his arms around her. They
carried her upstairs among them and
laid her upon the bed, where the Doctor
watched beside her, while Charles went
off to the police-statio- and the Den-ver- s

mounted guard over the frightened
maids.
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tS I'OHT AT LAST.

AY had broken be- -

fure the several den
lzens of the Wilder
ness had all re- -

turned to their
homes, the police
finished their In- -
quirles, and ali
come back to its
normal quiet. Mrs,
Westmacott had
been left sleeping
peacefully with a

small chloral draught to steady her
nerves and a handkerchief soaked in
arnica bound round her head. It was
with some surprise, therefore, that the
Admiral received a note from her about
ten o'clock, asking him to be good
enough to step in to her. He hurried in,
fearing that she might have taken some
turn for the worse, but he was reassured
to find her sitting up In bed, with Clara
and Ida Walker In attendance upon
her. She had removed the handker-
chief, and had put on a little cap with
pink ribbons, and a maroon dressing-Jacke- t,

daintily fulled at the neck and
sleeves.

"My dear friend," said she as he en- -

tered. "I wish to make a last few re-

marks to you. No, no." she continued,
laughing, as she saw a look of dismay
upon his face. "I shall not dream of
dying for at least another thirty years.
A woman should be ashamed to die be-

fore she Is seventy. I w'.sh, Clara, that
you would ask your father to sup up.

And you, Ida. just pass me my cigar-ette- s,

and open me a bottle of stout."
"Now then." she continued, as the

Doctor Joined their party. "1 don't quite
know what I ought to say to you. Ad-

miral. You want some very plain
speaking to."

" 'Pon my word, ma'am, I don't know

what you are talking about."
"The idea of you at your age talking

of going to sea, and leaving that dear,
patient little wife of yours at home, who
has seen nothing of you all her life! It's
all very well for you. You have the life.
and the change, and the excitement, i

but you don't think of her eating her
heart out In a dreary London lodging.
You men are all the same."

(TO UE COSTlN'ICD.)

BARBER-SHO- P LITERATURE.

rolU-L'- e Professor t'oiupliilin of in-

"Sporty" Style of Newpper.
"Why Is it," asked a mild-manner-

college professor of a friend by whOM

side he sat waiting for his turn in a
barber-sho- p "why is it that barber-shoo- s,

of every grade and in every lo

I

cality, always provide for the delecta-

tion of their patrons the most lurid of I

sporty' publications? 1 don't lookj
like a sport, do I?" And the friend.
looked him over, and with a droop ot ,

the corners of his mouth and an eleva
tion of his evebrows agreed that he

I

didn't. "Yet," continued the professor,

"whenever I sit down In a barber's t

chnir the barber immediately thrusts
into my hands a sheet of pink pru- -

rience, or some less highly colored but
more openly indecent illustrated abom-

ination. Some few hotel barber-shop- s

have a stray copy of a daily newspaper

lying around, but I have yet to find a
barber-sho- p where 'sporty' papers are
not the chief literary entertainment
provided for patrons with which to be-

guile the tedious waits for a chance at
the chair. Is there any reason for it,
or is it just a trade custom for barbers
to subscribe for such publications
when they open their business, just as

order soap and shaving papers?
Is it that all the thousands ot miid-- j
mannered, every-da- y citizens who are j

not 'sports' shave themselves, and
there is therefore no need of catering to

the literary taste of the casual cus-

tomer of that kind? But if. as I imag-

ine is the case, the barber's customers
nre men of all classes and calibers,
why don't the barbers provide some-

thing to balance the spectacular effect,
at least, of the 'sporty' papers that
stare at one from every chair? A copy j

of some good monthly magazine would
not cost as much as a sporting weekly,'
for instance, and would be really a
treat for dozens of customers, where '

the superfluity of pictorial abomina-- 1

tions are really offensive. But I didn't j

intend to suggest how a barber should j

run his business. I only started to
voice my wonder as to just why barber I

shops and lurid 'sporty' papers should
always have to be associated together
in one's impressions. Can you think
of one without thinking of the other?"

The Orighin of an Old Saying.
It is a curious bit of literary exercise

to take a common saying and trace it
back to its origin. Take the common
saying, for instance, "All that glitters
is not gold." It is found in current
literature everywhere and in a dozen
different forms. Dryden renders it, "All
as they say, that glitters is not gold;"
Spenser says, "Gold all is not that doth
golden seem;" Lydgate has the same
idea in the words, "All is not gold that
outward showeth bright;" Chaucer ex-

presses it in somewhat different phras-
eology: Mlddleton has it, "All is not
gold that glistcneth," and Shakespeare
says, "All that glistens is not gold." Go

a little further back and the same ex-

pression is found in the monkish col-

lection of proverbs, and there is no
doubt if a classical scholar were to set
to work with the determination to hunt
the proverb down, no matter how long
it took, he would find it in Latin, Greek
and most other ancient and dead lan-

guages. It is a natural outgrowth of

sarcasm as applied to fictitious show
and is no doubt as old as the science
of metal working.

Tho Clock Trade Is KiiHlilnp.

The manufacturers of clocks have not
been so bus) a, any time during several
years as thev are at present. The fac
tories devoted to the production of sil-

ver plated ware are running full time,
with laro complements of operatives;
the watch manufacturers have this year
given their hands shorter vacations
than usual, and are increasing their al-

ready large forces; the jewelry manu-

facturers of Providence, New York,
Newark and other centres are running
their factories to their utmost capacity;
the importers of art goods, pottery and
bric-a-bra- c are receiving extensive
shipments of goods; makers of cut glass
are producing many new patterns and
are working every frame in their
nlants. Thus the anticipation ot

golden shower during the fall season
is evident throughout the manufactur-
ing branches of our industry, and that
the manufacturers will not be disap-

pointed all signs indicate.

MORGAN ft HAMILTON,

orlxaetors, Builders,

AND UNDERTAKERS.

; FARMINGTON,

ie

Manufacturers of

NEW MEXICO.

Smelter City Brewing Association.

Pure, Wholesome, Home Brewed Beer,

the only Pure Ice in the market,

and
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FUL HOIS

To all wishing to buy GRAND MESA LANDS,

under ditch, with ample stock therein for irri-

gation, just north of Farmington, N. M., I will

sell any size block, from one to eighty acres,

cheap, on easy terms.

Very Choice Lots for Sale

just north of the public school
building, to sell, a 40-acr- e traot,
two miles from town, and an 80-ac- re

tract with a 2-ro- om house,
cellar and small orchard, also a
10-ac- re tract of good land, well
situated on the county road.

Any of these pieces of property is close enough to the public

school for children to attend.

For further information apply to owner,

HUGH GRIFFIN
Or

V. R. N. Greaves, Agent
Farmington, N. M.

Say5Bridgetle.ll,Ipiyer see

Tloikeipall rye blissd loife,
If Micky iver worries me

Its DENVER BEST (till buy (is woifei'.

-i- nlto (uiflht.l

for use

tord ujater.


